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I’d like to push you off a branch 
from the tallest tree
in the thickest moss-covered forest,
just because I can.
 
I’m not jealous of you. 
I don’t envy you.
I just hate you.
 
You pompous, 
arrogant, pessimistic pal.
You play with my emotions,
you feed off my humiliation.
 
Bully, but in that friend way 
where it seems okay because we’re chill, 
but we’re not, and it hurts like a 
motherfucker 
because slander from a friend 
is like poison from a snake.
 
And you hate snakes, 
so do you hate yourself, too? 
Do you know yourself?
Do you enjoy writhing around in the dirt
that you spread moving from
one person to another?
You belittle the lesser
with that serpent smugness.
I couldn’t give two shits 
About your covert chatter. 
You don’t do anything- snake-in-the-grass.
Snakes don’t scare me anymore.
 
I can reach down with confidence
and wrap my hands around your little neck.
Ignore your lying tongue,
unfearful of venom- dripping teeth.
Now, 
with vigor in my veins 
and illegitimate toxin 
ringing in my ears,
 
I’ll climb the happiest tree 
that frightened your
twisted mind.
And when its leaves fell,
you plummeted along with them. 
When negativity toppled in the forest 
and no one was around to hear it, 
did it make a sound?
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